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Poachers leave wise flesh 
intact, go elsewhere.
Elephants no longer grow tusks, 
or rarely. How can a body 
leam survival? Mine is slow.
I must instruct with switches 
and a dunce’s cap. And how,
I ask, can those lumbering 
beasts, with their baggy knees, 
teach their genes to such good effect, 
all the while touching bark and leaf 
with that moist inner flesh, 
then wrap about nourishment, 
draw what is needed close?
Maybe my very language teaches me ignorance. 
My progeny’s flesh bears the same 
vulnerable pulse points as mine.
We perish together, holding hands.
Or maybe I am such a fool 
that I still hold my ivory too dear.
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